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Memorial Issue August 30, 2005
Celebrating the Life o f Margery Corben
Margery Lynne Corben (Nov. 1 ,1954-Aug. 3,2005) has been a part of the Fuller Community 
for over 24 years. In addition to her work in the Regristrar’s office, Margery has served as a 




Hurrah fo r the Next Thing!
by Marla Hyder, Fuller Staff
Margery Lynne Bennett was born 
November 1, 1954, to parents Lois and 
Dick. Mother and baby’s hospital costs 
totaled a mere seven dollars and fifty cents, 
but the new life was priceless. Bright-eyed 
and interested in life, baby Margery was a 
lot of sugar and plenty of spice.
A self-proclaimed “Florida-born 
California native,” Margery spent her first 
years of life in Florida, Texas, California, 
and Hawaii. At nineteen months, she 
gained a sister, Lisa, and 
together they reveled in 
Oahu's sun, sand, and bare­
footed freedom.
In 1959, the family 
moved to Redwood City,
California, where Margery 
entered kindergarten and 
began a life of academic pur­
suit. She was a voracious 
reader and a loyal friend.
Vacations from school were 
spent camping, fishing, 
backpacking, and playing 
with cousins at a family 
cabin in Sequoia National 
Park.
Margery’s baptism at 
age seven profoundly 
touched her, and she never lost the sense of 
mystery and awe experienced that day. It 
was just a few years later that she felt her 
first call to ministry.
Such lofty goals didn't lift Margery’s 
feet off the ground. On the contrary, her 
material messiness was legendary: When 
the family built a new house adjacent to 
Stanford University in 1969, her room was 
specially designed to be hidden from view 
of the public hallway.
Margery’s high school and college 
years were filled with books, theater, gym­
nastics, pottery, guitar and voice lessons, 
babysitting, and the ministry of Young
Life. An interest in pre-med took her to 
UC San Diego, but after one Linguistics 
class, she walked into the final exam of one 
of her pre-med courses with a drop slip and 
became a Linguistics major.
After graduating in 1976, Margery 
headed to Santa Barbara to work with 
InterVarsity Christian Fellowship. From 
there, she came to Fuller in 1981.
Being a woman in pursuit of a Master 
of Divinity in the early ‘80s was not easy.
Margery found support in Fuller's Women's 
Concerns Committee and in Barbara Stout, 
then-pastor of Trinity Presbyterian Church. 
In turn, Margery supported hundreds of 
women as they journeyed through semi­
nary and beyond.
Within a few years of Margery’s 
arrival, someone else showed up on cam­
pus with an interest in women's issues. His 
name was Allen John Cornell. Early 
encounters included a CS Lewis class, the 
Board of Declarations, and a personal note 
of encouragement from the Grade 
Recorder in the Registrar’s Office to a 
young male student requesting an
Incomplete. After that, who could resist a 
“Peter, Paul, and Mary” concert and dinner 
at the Rose City Diner? Eight days and a 
Terminator movie later, Margery popped 
the question: “So, should we get married?”
Margery always maintained it was 
Allen who first brought up the idea, but in 
either case, wedding plans began hardly a 
week after the first date. On June 11,1988, 
Margery worked at Commencement while 
Allen walked for his MAT, and the next 
day, they were married.
The first birthday gift 
Allen ever gave to 
Margery was a book on 
her favorite architect, 
Frank Lloyd Wright, 
which she treasured for 
the rest of her life. Eight 
years later, Allen present­
ed his wife with an infi­
nitely more treasured gift: 
For her fortieth birthday, 
he opened himself to the 
possibility of having a 
child. Two-and-a-half 
years later, the once pre- 
med Margery watched in 
a mirror as their daughter 
emerged by c-section,
March 25, 1997.
Mallory’s huge blue eyes and quick 
smile charmed everyone. She spent the 
first five months of her life in the 
Registrar’s Office, where Margery learned 
to juggle her roles as mother and Assistant 
Registrar - always in that order. She 
breastfed Mallory and registered students, 
while Allen changed diapers and posted 
degrees.
No one could have predicted how 
Mallory would be weaned: Only one in 
one-hundred-thousand people experience 
Guillian Barre Syndrome, but on a June 
Sunday in 1999, Margery began feeling
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A Note to  M argery
by Elizabeth Smith , SOT Student
It was registration time.
I stood in a line waiting to check in. 
Dozens of others and I, doing the regular 
registration routine and waiting in the 
quarterly queue...My cell phone rang. On 
the other end was an agitated and apparent­
ly confused woman whose identity was not 
clear. She seemed to be speaking of my 
mother with some concern, but thought she 
was talking to someone named “Margaret.” 
My name is Elizabeth.
I tried to decipher, as best I could, 
what it was she was trying to communi­
cate. I found myself repeating, “I’m not 
Margaret,” with increasing volume and 
firmness of tone. By the time the call 
ended, neither of us was sure to whom 
we were speaking or why. We hung up 
in exasperation.
I was now several steps closer to 
the check-in counter, where a quiet, 
serious looking woman was taking 
names and distributing the necessary 
forms. As I stepped up to check in, she 
looked at me in a stem way and said, 
“Hello, Margaret.” It took me a moment of 
staring before I burst into laughter and she 
flashed a brilliant smile that conveyed both 
warmth and mischief behind a quiet man­
ner. She returned my student ID card, 
handed me my forms and sent me on down 
the line. It took less than a minute and 
made my day. I have thought of that 
moment many times since.
On another visit to the Registrar’s 
office, I told Margery that I didn’t know 
what lay ahead, and I’d probably have to 
leave the area for a time. It was merely a 
cordial conversation, and I was not 
inclined to share in depth. But she looked 
at me for a moment and saw inside. She 
didn't intrude, didn’t inquire, didn’t gush 
and didn't dismiss. She asked if she could 
pray with me. Margery knew nothing of 
my situation. We had only ever met in the 
course of conducting campus business. We 
were familiar faces in passing and nothing 
more. She prayed with such clarity and
quiet concern that I was touched in my 
spirit. It was a most meaningful and mem­
orable moment, another one I have had 
occasion to think of more than once since 
then.
I didn’t see Margery again for a year. 
When I did, I saw the telltale signs of treat­
ments that take a toll. As I would see her 
from time to time, I observed what 
appeared to be progress and was glad to see 
it. I prayed for her and thought she might 
be on the way back from the brink. I often 
wanted to tell her what had
happened in my life and ask her what was 
happening in hers. I wanted to thank her 
for that laughter and that prayer that had 
meant so much to me then and now. We 
never spoke again.
I read today that there will be a memo­
rial service for Margery Corben, Assistant 
Registrar on Tuesday in Travis 
Auditorium. I plan to attend. If she touched 
my life in such meaningful ways in such 
fleeting moments, she must have touched 
so many more, in moments great and 
small. To those who knew her, worked 
with her, loved her, I say thank you for
sharing her with the rest of us. She was 
someone to whom people mattered; some­
one who could share her heart and touch 
your spirit without even knowing your 
name; someone who could make you laugh 
and send you on your way to a better day. 
She was someone who made a difference. 
This note is for her.
Perhaps, some day, when I check in at 
the gates of heaven, Margery will be there 
to say, “Hello, Margaret,” and we will both 
laugh. I would like that.
A Fascinating Exercise
by Jim Butler, SOT Faculty
( ( B u t  she looked at me for a moment and saw 
inside. She didn't intrude, didn’t inquire, didn’t gush 
and didn't dismiss. She asked if  she could pray with 
me. Margery knew nothing o f my s itu a tio n .^
At the service for Margery held at Trinity 
Presbyterian Church this past week, I am 
sure that many of her friends and loved 
ones were struck by the “obituaries” print­
ed in the bulletin, written by Margery her­
self in 1991.
As part of a class exercise at Fuller, 
she apparently had been asked to describe 
herself as she would like to be remembered 
in the event of her death at either of two 
different moments of life: at that time in 
1991, when she was 36, or thirty years in 
the future when she would be 66. A fasci­
nating exercise, thought the teacher in me. 
But I was soon struck by how Margery’s 
own words summed up my reflections 
about the past months of her life.
“ ...loved children,” she wrote, before
becoming a mother herself: I thought of a 
visit to the Registrar’s office earlier this 
summer, where a very frail Margery 
emerged from her office proudly to inter­
pret for me the books of Mallory’s beauti­
ful artwork that Allen had on his desk.
“Master of Divinity student” and 
prospective “Pastor Corben”: I had called 
my daughter, ministering in Texas, to tell 
her of Margery’s death, and in our tearful 
reflections we remembered how she had 
come a distance eight months earlier to 
attend Jennifer’s ordination service, and 
we would end the conversation by talking 
about how Margery, whose candidacy had 
been so protracted by her illnesses, had 
been a mature minister to all of us. “inter­
ested in issues of justice”: this past week a 
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colleague commented that Margery was 
“almost scary” on issues of justice, and I 
thought how pleased she would be with 
that description.
Now as I sit preparing to teach a 
fall class on Biblical Wisdom Literature, I 
remember that the first time I ever taught 
this class, as a newcomer to Fuller in the 
summer of 1983, a certain “Margery Lynne 
Bennett” was enrolled. And I think that, in 
the past months and years, by observation 
-as much as in conversation, I have learned 
more about godly wisdom from Margery 
than she could ever have learned from me.
You can read Margery’s obituriaries 
on page 6.
From S ta ff and Faculty
Dearest Margery,
We love you, and we miss you.
Thank you for teaching us how to live, 
to persevere, and to die.
Thank you for spending your days 
with us, even the hard ones.
Thank you for setting the bar high and 
helping us reach it.
Your legacy will always guide us, and 
we will treasure the gifts you left us: 
Allen, Mallory, smiley faces and doodles, 
scattered bits of wisdom and insight tucked 
away in a file or on a scrap of paper, a love 
for justice, an unwavering faith.
We love you, and we miss you.
times. She also spoke of the deep, myste­
rious peace she had received as grace. She 
did not share her dying as something that 
was happening only to her. She was hos­
pitable with this part of her life, too, invit­
ing us all to wonder with her at the truth 
that we all leave what we know and see and 
love, to go with God to what we do not yet 
know. From first to last, Margery 
remained an open, imaginative, free spirit 
whose hospitality encouraged all of us who 
knew her to live our lives more fully.
-Ruth Vuong 
Dean o f Students
Your Registrar’s Office
P.S. The door to Mallory's Margery was the first person at Fuller
office is always open. °  J r
to come flying into my office to give me
Margery’s marvelous contribution a hug. Since then we had an additional 
to Fuller s life and mission, she was unwanted bond, but a precious o n e . } }
Since Margery’s death, I’ve thought 
often of a line of hers in an e-mail she sent 
last October after the drug study she was in 
had proved to be ineffective. She wrote: 
“So now we are on to the next thing - hur­
rah for a next thing!” For those of us who 
know (at least from sharing the journey 
with a cancer patient) the potential impact 
of any cancer treatment, it is not a light 
thing to say “hurrah for a next thing!” But 
that was Margery’s response over and over 
again in the course of her treatments; it was 
and continues to be an inspiration to me. 
And as I’ve thought about her leaving this 
mortal frame, I’ve also imagined that she is 
now — on the Other Side — 




already an active member of this 
community when I arrived as a new facul­
ty member in 1985—so I do not know a 
Fuller Seminary without her involvement.
As many of you know, I talked quite a 
bit last year about that wonderful biblical 
concept of "steadfastness." Our Lord is a 
steadfast God—totally reliable and depend­
able, unfailing in the fulfillment of the 
divine promises to us. None of us measures 
up fully to God's standards of steadfast­
ness, but a community like Fuller could not 
long flourish without persons who are 
known in our midst for their godly stead­
fastness. Margery was such a person. We 
will miss her much.
-Richard J. Mouw 
President
Margery was the first person to invite 
me out for a meal when I began working at 
Fuller over twenty years ago. She took me 
to Burger Continental, with their patio din­
ing, eclectic menu, and even a belly 
dancer! Margery was an open, imagina­
tive, free spirit. She was so lively and 
warm in her hospitality, I remember think­
ing that if other people at Fuller were like 
her, I was really going to like this place. 
The last time I saw Margery, she was with­
in days of the end of her life. Once again, 
she was the one extending hospitality to 
me. She welcomed me into her home, and 
also very openly and naturally into the 
reality she was facing. She spoke of the 
adventure she was on, a very scary one at
I don’t know what she did in the 
Registrar's Office. What mattered to me 
was that she was very good at finding mis­
takes.
Margery Corben was one of seven 
proofreaders I counted on to help correct 
the hodgepodge of articles and announce­
ments that mysteriously became the SEMI. 
I first appreciated Margery’s gracious yet 
direct manner in which she would point out 
a flaw (either in grammar or in thinking as 
she was an equal opportunity fault finder).
Later, I was occasionally nudged into 
a small fit of laughter at some comment she 
might write, or would find myself groaning 
at having missed an obviously overused 
comma. Yet, Margery was always gra­
cious. As she was able, she accepted the 
assignment and graciously found those 
mistakes.
When thanking the proofreaders at our 
year-end lunch, I got to know Margery a 
little better. I heard her passion for her 
daughter, Mallory. I saw her love for Allen, 
and his cooking. I saw that she was a per­
son who understood her own flaws and 
was experiencing God’s grace.
The cancer that destroyed her 
body has finally and graciously been cor­
rected. While we are poorer for her 




I mourn the loss of my 
friend, Margery. Our friendship 
began immediately upon my arrival at 
Fuller in 1994; both she, Allen and I shared 
so much in our feminist concerns. In these 
last three and a half years, we have shared 
the difficult journey of incurable cancer. 
When I learned that I had cancer in 
February 2002, Margery was the first per­
son at Fuller to come flying into my office 
to give me a hug. Since then we had an 
additional unwanted bond, but a precious 
one. My love now goes out again to Allen 
and Mallory; may God give you the long- 
-term healing you need. Margery will con­
tinue to be a companion for me in my con­
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Our Love Story
by Allen Corben, Fuller Faculty
I arrived at Fuller in the Winter of 
1986, knowing only one other couple at the 
school. I thought of myself as an extrovert, 
but I wasn’t much of a dater. I tended, like 
Don Quixote, to love “pure and chaste, 
from afar.” I had even gone to a Peter, Paul 
& Mary concert that spring by myself, and 
I have no idea why it didn’t occur to me to 
ask someone to go with me.
By the spring of 1987, I had not 
expanded my social circles much, and I 
realized those that I had befriended, even 
my roommates, were graduating. If I want­
ed a social life, I was going to have to start 
introducing myself to some new people. 
So, I decided to take on two tasks at once: 
I signed up for Pre-Sem, a ten-day back­
packing trip and I joined a small 
group experience the Seminary 
offered for incoming students. I 
hoped to meet a bunch of new peo­
ple, and try mountain climbing.
I noticed that PP&M were 
going to have another concert on 
Saturday, the day after I got back 
from the trip. Remembering the per­
son next to me searching for a secu­
rity guard when I started talking to 
them at the last concert, I deter­
mined to ask someone to go with 
me this time. I searched my memo­
ry for anyone at Fuller that I 
thought might LIKE to go to a 
PP&M concert, and Margery came 
to mind. She had been on Pre-Sem 
in 1982, and gave me tips on how to 
pack, and she seemed like the only 
person I could think of that might 
like to go. It was a month in advance, but I 
asked, and she accepted.
We had a nice time at the concert. 
During the intermission, Margery pointed 
out someone she had worked with in 
InterVarsity at UC Santa Barbara, and for 
whom she had once contemplated a roman­
tic relationship. Holding onto each other to 
get through the crowd nicely turned into 
walking arm in arm with each other at one 
point. After the show, we went to the Rose 
City Diner and talked about our Pre-Sem 
experiences, discovered a number of life 
parallels we had: both clearly evangelical 
and charismatic, though uncomfortable 
with the conservative end of those designa­
tions, we were both the oldest of only two 
same-sexed siblings 18 months apart,
whose parents divorced after 25 years,
We were there until the place closed and 
they tossed us out.
Margery and I later quibbled on the 
exact chronology of some of these events, 
but we saw each other through the follow­
ing week, and spent lots of time talking 
about anything and everything. I was a TA, 
grading papers for Ray Anderson’s 
Bonhoeffer class, and I hung out some dur­
ing the day in Payton 101 where Margery 
was working Registration. We had lunch 
once or twice that week. I got a call at 7pm 
one night to take on a cockroach that had 
scared the bejeebus out of her in the 
Registrar’s office.
“Cockroaches,” she said, holding her
wrist to her forehead, waving her fingers 
like antennae, and making an ugly face, 
“just creep me out.” The cockroach had 
scurried off but I stayed to keep her com­
pany.
We talked about favorite books, the 
merging of two Presbyterian denomina­
tions into the PC(USA), my unwillingness 
to become a pastor and her eagerness, 
whatever. She was easy to talk with. I once 
called her an “intimidating” conversation­
alist, but I later had to edit that to “formi­
dable.” We had a great time arguing about 
movies. She liked Whoopi Goldberg in 
Jumping Jack Flash, but I couldn’t see it 
without remembering her in The Color 
Purple.
Saturday night, 91 North Oakland
(still a dorm at the time) was having a 
potluck dessert for students returning for 
the Fall quarter. Afterward, I took some of 
the leftover dessert to Margery’s place at 
275 N Oakland, and with Margery’s room­
mate Karen, we watched the end of The 
Terminator on TV. After Karen went to 
bed, Margery pulled out a slip of paper on 
which she had written some notes. She had 
apparently violated the Federal 
Educational Rights and Privacy Act of 
1974 and had looked up my records to see 
how much longer I’d be at Fuller. I was on 
track to complete the MAT in Spring 1988, 
and Margery wanted to define the relation­
ship.
About an hour into that conversa­
tion, I asked about the section that
■ ■ a
had clearly been tom off the bottom 
of her notes. She went and got the 
end of the paper, and it had questions 
like “Where would we live? Career 
paths? Kids?”
It was now a little after mid­
night, and Margery asked “Well, if 
this is what we are talking about, 
should we make this permament? 
And I realized at that point that this 
woman with whom I had really only 
spent a week was talking about mar­
riage. Not hypothetically, but actual­
ly. To me. I'm not sure quite how, but 
fifteen minutes later we were decid­
ing to call her parents first thing in 
the morning.
She kissed me goodnight, and I 
went back to my dorm. I told my 
roommate that I was engaged 
(‘betrothed’ Margery later corrected me), 
and he called me a lying dog. About fifteen 
times. I kept thinking to myself “What am 
I doing!? What if she's an axe murderer?” 
Beneath the turmoil of what had happened, 
I felt a deep comfort and peace about it, 
and we spent the next months planning a 
wedding the day after my June commence­
ment. It had been quite a week, and would 
be quite a weekend.
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was found during a chemo regimen, it was 
on to the next thing. “Hurrah for the next 
thing!” she reminded worried friends. 
Margery invited everyone into her
journey, and she frequently expressed 
“wonderment” at the outpouring of care, 
prayers, and healing energy that flowed 
from her “world map of love.” Friends 
from China to Australia, Senegal to Russia, 
France to Canada, and across the United 
States sent postcards, emails, flowers, 
money, meals, squished pennies, and bon­
sai trees.
Many of these friends celebrated
Margery at a surprise fiftieth-birthday 
party. Highlights included a Doctor Seuss- 
style poem by Allen and a birthday crown 
from Mallory’s kindergarten teacher. 
Following was a surprise trip to 
“Fallingwater,” the Frank Lloyd 
Wright home depicted in Allen’s 
first gift to Margery eighteen 
years earlier.
On June 15, 2005, doctors 
discovered that Margery's cancer 
had metastasized to the brain. 
Radiation was begun immediately 
to check the swelling, and chemo 
was halted to allow for the best 
possible health in her remaining 
days. When radiation ended, 
Allen commented that Margery 
had “more sparkle in her eyes.” 
The sparkle stayed bright through 
a much-anticipated cousins' reunion in 
Northern California and two family photo 
sessions.
Early in the morning of August 3, 
Margery's struggle ended. She entered 
heaven cancer-free.
Margery and her father share the 
life motto, “Every day is gravy.” Margery 
lived eighteen-thousand five-hundred thir­
ty-eight days of pure gravy. And 
now...“Hurrah for the next thing!”
Margery and Allen at Falling Waters fo r  her 50th birthday.
An excerpt from a reading at Allen and Margery’s wedding. Which in 
turn was read at the wedding ofThuan and Ruth Vuong.
Hurrah C onta  Pg. 1
weak and within a few days was complete­
ly paralyzed from her shoulders to her toes. 
During the following seven months in 
intensive care, sub-acute care, and inten­
sive rehab, Allen and Margery 
clung to Willa Cather’s quote,
“Where there is great love, there are 
always miracles.”
This miracle was one of heal­
ing. Margery pulled out her own 
tracheotomy on her forty-fifth 
birthday and by her forty-sixth 
birthday had recovered eighty-nine 
percent of normal functioning. She 
delighted in her growing daughter, 
thrived under her husband’s care, 
boycotted everything from grapes 
to Nestle, and worked hard at 
Fuller, her crafts, and her church.
In January of 2001, Margery 
was diagnosed with breast cancer. She 
comforted her family and gently processed 
the news through the eyes of four-year-old 
Mallory. Always a wife and mother before 
a patient. Never a victim.
Over the next four years, Margery 
endured four surgeries, absorbed hundreds 
of “chemical cocktails,” and made the best 
of weekly visits to the doctor, where she 
could be found reclining with a book or a 
pad of drawing paper. When tumor growth
The L ittle  Prince
by Antione de Saint-Exupéry
So the little prince tamed the fox. And 
when the hour of his departure drew near- 
"Ah," said the fox, "I shall cry."
"It is your own fault," said the little prince. 
"I never wished you any sort of harm; but 
you wanted me to tame you . . . "
"Yes, that is so," said the fox.
"But now you are going to cry!" said the 
little prince.
"Yes, that is so," said the fox.
"Then it has done you no good at all!"
"It has done me good," said the fox, 
"because of the color of the wheat fields." 
And then he added:
"Go and look again at the roses. You will 
understand now that yours is unique in all 
the world. Then come back to say goodbye 
to me, and I will make you a present of a 
secret."
The little prince went away, to look again 
at the roses.
"You are not at all like my rose," he said.
"As yet you are nothing. No one has tamed 
you, and you have tamed no one. You are 
like my fox when I first knew him. He was 
only a fox like a hundred thousand other 
foxes. But I have made him my friend, and 
now he is unique in all the world."
And the roses were very much embarassed. 
"You are beautiful, but you are empty," he 
went on. "One could not die for you. To be 
sure, an ordinary passerby would think that 
my rose looked just like you-the rose that 
belongs to me. But in herself alone she is 
more important than all the hundreds of 
you other roses: because it is she that I 
have watered; because it is she that I have 
put under the glass globe; because it is she 
that I have sheltered behind the screen; 
because it is for her that I have killed the 
caterpillars (except the two or three that we 
saved to become butterflies); because it is 
she that I have listened to, when she grum­
bled, or boasted, or ever sometimes when 
she said nothing. Because she is my rose, 
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And he went back to meet the fox. 
"Goodbye," he said.
"Goodbye," said the fox. "And now here is 
my secret, a very simple secret: It is only 
with the heart that one can see rightly; what 
is essential is invisible to the eye."
"What is essential is invisible to the eye," 
the little prince repeated, so that he would 
be sure to remember.
"It is the time you have wasted for your 
rose that makes your rose so important."
"It is the time I have wasted for my rose-" 
said the little prince, so that he would be 
sure to remember.
"Men have forgotten this truth," said the 
fox. "But you must not forget it. You 
become responsible, forever, for what you 
have tamed. You are responsible for your 
rose . . . "
"I am responsible for my rose," the little 
prince repeated, so that he would be sure to 
remember.
In Her Own Words




Take care, it can be a roller coaster journey...
It has been for me absolutely crucial to have friends and family of some 
kind who are supportive, and some who have some sense of what I am going 
through, and who are with me in it all.
I love having a daughter who sees as polkadots the places on the tree 
where some little branches have been trimmed off, and who calls out to me, 
“Mom! It’s your Prince!” when Allen is calling on the phone...
I have the wealth past measure of having a husband who was willing to 
shave his head when I lost my hair, and who was willing to brush and wash 
my hair when I had LONG hair and was flat in a hospital bed for 4 months, 
with others suggesting that it just be cut short... not to mention the lifetime 
of other wonderful acts...
The little things are sometimes the big things...foot rubs, Mallory care 
(including toenail painting), temporary tattoos, writing prompters, articles, 
emails, soup...
I’ve not changed much in some ways, and in others, I’m deeply differ­
ent. I’m still a procrastinator (what is THAT about?!?!?) and I still don’t 
know how to Let GO!” and I still want to know how to...
I still get crabby, and fear is still a fellow traveller, although I try not to 
break bread with “panic the clutcher” anymore, so dread is becoming less 
and less a companion, and more and more a stranger on the way...
I am more clear that I know less than I thought I did, and that the ques­
tions are different than I thought they were, and that the Sovereign Lover of 
die Universe is hugely more intimately involved with all of us than I ever 
imagined.. .resplendent grandeur at the close loving hearth is ours for the 
saying “Yes I’m yours...here I come now”.
"Life at Fuller-can go on for years...
1981........... 1986...........1988..........1997.......???
Margery Allen Marriage Mallory
People come and go or stay or return-cycles of life 
repeat with new variations...
Degrees are earned, classes are taken, work is 
accomplished, creative endeavors encouraged, friends 
visited, faculty seated, babies bom, trips taken...
Not all is rosebuds or peaches and cream, but it is 
possible to Be-even at Fuller-and to be with each 
other-befriending-in the midst of all that life 
entails-the long struggle for justice, for understanding 
in the classroom and the church, for sharing of vision 
in a sometimes blindingly refusing world....
God is faithful in the midst....”
A Fascinating Exercise L  2
Margery CorbenBlessings to you all, who are all part of my surviving and thriving.
Margery 
August 3, 2001
Died: Corben, Margery Lynne-Bennett. 2/15/91, 36 years of 
age. Staff at Fuller Seminary. Master of Divinity program student. 
Active in Trinity Presbyterian Church as deacon and member of 
choir. Long-time women's concerns committee member, Margery 
was interested in issues of justice, inclusiveness, loved children, 
was interested in science fiction, utopian communities, crafts, cal­
ligraphy, papermaking. Survived by husband Allen, sister Lisa, 
brother Robin, Mother Eloise Lenore Francesca, Father Richard, 
Grandmother Laveme, grandfather William Claude.
Died: Corben, Margery Lynne-Bennett. 2/15/21, 66 years of 
age. Minister of Winton Presbyterian Church, D.Min. Dubuque,
M.Div. Fuller. Instrumental in the Community Center in Winton, 
the development of Winton Action, a non-profit community devel­
opment group that provides cooperative space, tools, materials etc. 
for the community to do whatever its members need. Originally a 
ministry of Winton Presbyterian Church's intergenerational 
Sunday School, and using church facilities, Winton Action recent­
ly built its 15th community center using principles from A Pattern 
Language, and materials developed by Pastor Corben for church 
involvement in major community projects. Survived by husband 
Allen, children Hanna Sara, Jacob Graeme, sister Lisa, brother 
Robin, and a grandchild Marie Jean.
Originally written in 1991, when Margery was 36, as a part o f a class exercise.
page 6, Margery’s Tribute, August 30, 2005
